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that stretches ail men out at last, I must not risk the scandal there
would be among my countrywomen here if one who had
amassed such wealth were laid to rest without a shroud." That
is what I put to them, and they had the grace to consent. So by
day I used to weave at the great web, but every night I had
torches set beside it and undid the work. For three years they
were taken in by this stratagem of mine. A fourth began and the
seasons were already slipping by, when they were given the
chance by my maids, those irresponsible wretches, of catching
me unawares at my task. They loaded me with reproaches, and
I was forced reluctantly to finish the work. And now I can
neither evade marriage with one of them nor think of any means
of escape, particularly as my parents insist that I should take this
step, while the sight of these people eating him out of house and
home revolts my son, who realizes well enough what is happen-
ing, being a man by now and well qualified to look after a flour-
ishing estate. However, I do press you still to give me an account
of yourself, for you certainly did not spring from a tree or a
rock, like the man in the old story.'
'Your majesty,' answered the inventive Odysseus, 'will you
never be satisfied till I have given you my pedigree? Very well,
you shall have it. Yet you will be making me more miserable
than I already am - as is only to be expected when a man has
spent so long a time away from home as I have, wandering
through the world in evil plight from town to town. However,
here is my tale and an answer to all your questions.
' Out in the dark blue sea there lies a land called Crete, a rich
and lovely land, washed by the waves on every side, densely
peopled and boasting ninety cities. Each of the several races of
the isle has its own language. First there are the Achaeans; then
the genuine Cretans, proud of their native stock; next the Cydo-
nians; the Dorians, with their three clans; and finally the noble
Pelasgians. One of the ninety towns is a great city called Cnossus,
and there, for nine years. King Minos ruled and enjoyed the
friendship ofahiughty Zeus. He was the father of my father,
the great Deucalion, who had two sons, myself and King

